THE  LIBRARY 

OF 

THE  UNIVERSITY 
OF  CALIFORNIA 

LOS  ANGELES 

IN  MEMORY  OF 

PAUL  TURNER,  U.S.M.C.R. 

KILLED  IN  ACTION,  SAIPAN 

JUNE,  1944 


8061  '12  W  'IVd 


soag  pao[Xs 

japuig 


BY 

OTIS  n. 


OF  FOXBORO',  MASS. 


My  friends  conclude  my  book  to  buy, 

The  money  I  do  need  it, 
To  sell  them  all  I'll  surely  try, 

And  hope  you'll  love  to  read  it. 


PUBLISHED    AND    FOB    SALE    BY    THE    AUTHOK. 


FOXBORO    : 

WILLIAM  H.  THOMAS,  PRINTER, 
'     1861. 


TO   THE  READER, 


In  coming  before  the  public,  the  author  of  this 
little  book  would  offer  a  two-fold  reason  for  so  doing. 
While  he  humbly  acknowledges  he  would  gladly  re- 
'cerve  pecuniary  benefit  therefrom,  he  would  kindly 
ask  patronage,  hoping  thereby  to  convey  to  the  mind 
of  the  reader  that  which  may  prove  a  lasting  blessing. 
Should  the  author  be  sufficiently  encouraged  by 
the  ready  sale  ot  this  little  work,  he  may  be  induced 
to  offer  another  at  some  future  time. 

O.  H.  MARTIN. 
Foxboro',  Mass.,  1861. 
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Lines  suggested  by  the  singular  appearance  of 
a  Cloud  in  the  East,  Nov.  19,  1861. 


Not  long  ago,  one  Tuesday  night, 
I  saw  an  interesting  sight, 
A  large  black  cloud  which  did  appear, 
Brought  to  my  mind  my  country  dear. 

One  little  star  in  the  far  west, 
I  there  beheld  in  beauty  dressed. 
Oh  Heavenly  Father,  thou  canst  save 
Our  Country  dear  and  free  the  slave. 

Facing  the  west  stood  that  dark  cloud, 
An  emblem  of  our  nation's  shroud, 
But  soon  'twas  fringed  with  golden  light, 
As  rose  the  moon  in  splendor  bright. 

And  then  the  cloud  arose  again, 
And  the  full  moon  was  soon  shut  in, 
The  darkness  that  did  now  appear, 
'Pressed  the  mind  with  doubt  and  fear. 
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The  little  star  shone  in  the  west, 
The  moon  again  each  gazer  blest, 

then  I  thought  perhaps  that  soon 
\  Our  country  would  be  free  from  gloom. 

'But  still  the  cloud.  held  on  its  way, 
Recession  holds  a  mighty  sway  ! 
\The  mind  is  almost  in  despair  ! 

h  Father  hear  our  evening  prayer. 
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The  cloud  now  seemed  to  rise  again, 
The  silver  moon  was  all  shut  in, 
The  struggle  will  be  quite  severe, 
The  mind  is  held  in  doubt  and  fear. 

The  cloud  continues  still  to  rise 
And  spread  itself  beneath  the  skies, 
Oh !  how  it  shades  the  night  in  gloom, 
And  must  fair  Freedom  find  a  tomb  \ 

To  thee  we  look,  to  thee  we  pray, 
Prepare  our  hearts  for  what's  to  come, 
Oh  let  us  rise  to  heavenly  day, 
And  say,  Oh  Lord  thy  will  be  done. 

Again  to  view  the  sky  I  sought, 
The  cloud  had  not  yet  passed  away, 
Methinks  a  battle  must  be  fought, 
Before  we  see  a  brighter  day. 

The  north  and  West  looked  very  bright, 
And  then  I  hoped  we'd  gained  the  day, 
And  so  we  shall  if  we  are  right, 
And  drive  secession  far  away. 


Lines  on  the  Death  of  Deacon  M.  TOBBEY, 
of  Foxboro'. 

One  of  our  neighbors  true  and  kind 
Has  passed  away — one  we  held  dear ; 

Trace  all  his  labors  and  you'll  find, 
A  friend  and  brother  most  sincere. 


And  where  is  there  in  all  the  town, 

A  wiser,  better  man  than  he  \ 
He's  gone  from  earth  to  wear  a  crown, 

In  paradise  eternally. 

Would  that  more  men  like  him  did  live, 
On  whom  his  neighbors  could  depend, 

Money  and  labor  he  would  give, 
The  cause  of  justice  to  defend. 

The  church  has  lost  a  brother  dear, 
And  one  on  whom  much  did  depend, 

Another  such  they'll  scarce  find  here, 
He  faithful  proved  unto  the  end. 

Within  God's  house,  my  friends,  you'll  meet 
And  listen  to  the  voice  of  prayer, 

Oh  !  how  you'll  watch  that  vacant  seat, 
The  good  old  man  will  not  be  there. 

Beloved  pastor,  here  no  more 
Will  you  that  aged  brother  meet, 

Hereafter  on  fair  Canaan's  shore, 
We  feel  you  will  each  other  greet. 

Sweet  Zion's  songs  he  loved  to  sing, 

His  voice  was  heard  in  praise  and  prayer ; 

But,  glory  to  the  eternal  king ! 
He'll  join  in  songs  divinely  fair. 


Lines  on  the  Death  of  Mr.  Joab  Daggett, 
of  Attleboro'. 


Tune — Talmar.  8s  $  7s. 

Friends  and  neighbors  give  attention, 
While  I  speak  of  one  most  dear, 

You're  acquainted  with  his  labors, 
Of  which  I  make  mention  here. 

Just  and  true  in  all  his  dealings, 
What  a  source  of  pure  delight, 

How  he  gained  your  kindly  feelings, 
As  you  felt  his  course  was  right. 

O  how  patient  in  his  sufferings, 
How  earth's  trials  he  endured, 

Angel  bands  seem  round  him  hovering, 
Heaven  we  feel  he  has  secured. 

Yet  there's  one  whose  heart-felt  anguish, 
Makes  her  a  sad  mourner  here, 

Sister  dear,  forbear  to  languish, 
Though  earth's  trials  seem  severe. 

When  your  earth-day  life  is  ended, 
May  you  gain  fair  Canaan's  shore, 

And  with  angel  spirits  blended, 
Reign  with  Christ  forevermore. 

No  more  in  God's  earthly  temple, 
WTill  friends  meet  their  brother  dear, 

Imitate  his  bright  example, 

And  your  course  toward  Heaven  will  steer 


When  the  voyage  of  life  is  ended, 
May  we  gain  that  peerless  shore, 

Where  by  angel  guards  attended, 
We  shall  reign  forevermore. 


Lines  on  the  Death  of  Cyrena  Augusta, 
addressed  to  her  parents. 


My  friends,  your  child  is  freed  from  pain, 
It  ne'er  will  suffer  here  again, 
Its  spirit  soars  above  the  sky, 
Up  to  the  world  of  joys  on  high. 

Her  little  moaning,  day  by  day, 
Is  ended  now — she's  passed  away, 
She's  gone  to  join  that  sainted  band, 
Around  the  throne  at  God's  right  hand. 

The  little  day  she  lingered  here, 

O,  how  it  served  your  hearts  to  cheer ! 

The  little  bud  in  promise  given, 

Has  passed  from  earth  to  bloom  in  Heaven, 

My  brother,  sister,  look  above, 
Up  to  the  realms  of  joy  and  love, 
And  there  behold  her  fill  her  place, 
Within  the  Saviour's  sweet  embrace. 


THE  BEAUTY  OF  THE  MORNING. 


Oh  lovely  nature,  how  sublime  ! 

What  beauties  in  the  morn  appear, 
Such  music  wakes  in  every  chime, 

As  none  but  early  risers  hear. 

Then  let  us  rise  at  early  day, 

And  see  the  morn  in  beauty  dressed, 

And  watch  it  on  its  pleasant  way, 
Till  on  the  lap  of  eve  it  rests. 

Now  let  the  thought  which  strikes  my  mind, 
Be  entertained  for  present  good, 

And  in  the  future  may  I  find 
It  was  exactly  understood. 

And  when  our  earth-day  life  shall  close, 
May  we  behold  the  heavenly  dawn, 

When  kindred  spirits  shall  repose 
Where  beameth  one  eternal  morn. 


THE  TEMPERANCE  CALL. 

Tune — No  Sorrow  There. 


My  friends  and  neighbours  all, 

Come  listen  to  my  song, 
My  temperance  friends  on  you  I  call, 

To  help  the  cause  along. 
CHORUS — I'm  glad  cold  water's  free, 
I'm  glad  cold  water's  free, 
Cold  water's  free  for  you  and  me, 
I'm  glad  cold  water's  free. 


The  Washingtonian  band 

Moves  on  its  glorious  way, 

The  cause  is  felt  throughout  the  land, 
It  brings  a  glorious  day. 

CHORUS — I'm  glad  &c. 

Advance  ye  noble  sons 

Of  temperance,  true  and  strong, 
We  feel  the  need  of  just  such  ones, 

To  help  the  cause  along. 

CHORUS — I'm  glad  &c. 


old  another  train 
Of  daughters  tried  and  true, 
To  help  the  cause  they  forward  came, 
There's  work  for  all  to  do. 

CHORUS — I'm  glad  &c. 

The  Band  of  Hope  appear, 

With  fifty  thousand  strong, 

With  such  a  host  we  need  not  fear, 
But  push  the  cause  along. 

CHORUS — I'm  glad  &c. 


10 
THE  HAPPY  FAMILY. 


I  called  into  a  house  one  day, 
As  I  was  passing  on  my  way, 
The  inmates  all  appeared  to  me, 
In  a  happy  state  of  mind  to  be. 

I  used  to  call  there  and  there'd  be 
Some  four  or  five,  but  now  there's  three, 
Two  of  them  left  that  household  band, 
For  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land. 

The  writer  of  these  lines  can  tell, 
The  scenes  that  he  remembers  well, 
They  all  appeared  to  dwell  in  love, 
And  looked  for  purer  joys  above. 

Oh  how  serene  and  calm  they  be, 
And  all  appear  in  harmony ; 
I  love  on  scenes  like  these  to  dwell, 
Because  they  please  my  mind  so  well. 

Dear  friends,  I  feel  when  you  get  through, 
That  you  can  bid  the  world  adieu, 
And  go  to  find  that  wished  for  rest, 
Within  the  mansions  of  the  blest. 


11 

On  listening  to  the  Opening  Services  of 
Union  School  in  Poxboro'. 

'1  \mc — H cb  ran. 

Almost  angelic  strains  I  hear, 
The  music  swells  so  soft  and  clear, 
I  gladly  stop  to  hear  the  sound, 
Within,  they  know  not  who's  around. 

I  lingered  still  about  the  door, 
In  hopes  to  hear  them  sing  once  more, 
But  then  the  song  it  was  all  sung, 
And  silence  reigned  with  every  tongue. 

The  voice  recedes  from  praise  to  prayer, 
Father  protect  us  by  thy  care, 
Oh  may  those  children  learn  to  read, 
And  prove  a  happy  class  indeed. 

Teachers  and  pupils,  by  and  by, 
May  leave  this  world  for  joys  on  high, 
And  safely  reach  their  wished  for  home, 
And  love  to  see  their  neighbors  come. 
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TEMPERANCE  HYMN. 

Tune — Auld  Lang  Syne. 

In  days  gone  by  we  did  not  think, 

There  could  be  any  harm, 
In  taking  now  and  then  a  drink, 

To  keep  the  body  warm. 

As  time  moved  on  the  danger  grew, 

Of  taking  some  too  much, 
And  then  of  course  'twere  well  we  knew. 

Not  any  more  to  touch. 

Some  twenty  years  ago,  I  think, 

In  Baltimore  one  night, 
Six  persons  met  to  take  their  drink, 

In  it  the)'  took  delight. 

But  happily,  since  from  that  day, 
They  all  strong  drink  do  shun, 

And  thousands  live,  whom  I  dare  say, 
Remember  forty-one. 

But  still  before  the  glorious  news, 

That  did  the  nation  wake, 
Another  glass  I  did  refuse, 

And  thus  my  station  take. 

But,  glory  to  the  eternal  King  ! 

He  answered  my  poor  prayer, 
And  I  will  of  his  goodness  sing, 

He  saved  me  from  the  snare. 
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To  thee,  O  God,  I  raise  my  voice, 
I'll  sing  my  Maker's  praise, 

Thy  goodness  makes  my  heart  rejoice, 
Salvation  crowns  my  days  . 


LINES  SUGGESTED  ON  SEEING  SOME 
CHILDKEN  AT  PLAY. 


I  saw  a  pleasant  group  one  day, 
Of  little  Misses  out  to  play  ; 
They  much  delighted  seemed  to  be, 
It  was  a  pleasant  sight  to  me. 

Oh  joyous  youth  !  laugh  on  and  play, 
Enjoy  those  seasons  while  you  may, 
Your  happy  school  days  soon  will  end, 
And  many  ways  your  steps  attend. 

Your  teachers  here  are  kind  and  true, 
They  manifest  much  love  for  you ; 
Be  kind  and  love  each  other  still, 
And  strive  to  climb  the  heavenly  hill. 


14 
JOHN  C.  PEEMONT. 

Let  silence  speak  in  loudest  tone. 

The  name  of  one,  of  late  so  dear, 
Whose  heart  so  good,  his  hand  alone 

The  ship  of  state  would  safely  steer. 

Fremont's  the  man  !  with  noble  heart, 
He  tried  his  country's  name  to  save, 

With  such  intention  at  the  start, 

He'd  scorn  to  dig  fair  Freedom's  grave. 

But  some  in  power,  who  not  more  wise, 
Could  well  discern  what  he's  about, 

Such  noble  acts  they  did  despise, 
So  undertook  to  turn  him  out. 

They've  gained  their  end — he's  set  aside, 
Who  can  so  ably  fill  his  place  1 

His  bold  career,  our  country's  pride, 
She  now  must  feel  her  deep  disgrace. 

Oh !  noble  Hero  of  the  West, 
Our  mind  is  turning  unto  thee, 

We  feel  our  country  is  distressed, 
Our  hearts  are  yearning  to  be  free. 


16 
SOtfG  FOB  TEMPEBAKCE. 

Tune — Talmar.  8s  $  7s. 


Since  the  Temperance  cause  was  started, 
Since  the  glorious  work  begun, 

Oh !  how  many  noble  hearted 
Can  remember  forty-one. 

Since  the  Washingtonian  movement, 

Since  the  days  of  forty-one, 
Oh  how  great  hath  been  the  improvement, 

What  a  victory  hath  been  won. 

See  the  noble  sons  of  temperance 
And  the  daughters  kind  and  true, 

They  will  break  through  every  hindrance, 
And  will  help  the  cause  quite  through. 

Hark,  I  hear  the  sound  of  drumming, 
And  sweet  voices  joined  in  song, 

'Tis  the  Band  of  Hope  that's  coming, 
What  a  glorious  little  throng. 

Now  just  list,  the  happy  voices, 

How  delighted  they  appear, 
How  the  parent's  heart  rejoices, 

Do'nt  you  love  to  see  them  here  ? 

Then  move  on  in  heavenly  union, 
Haste  the  work  that  is  begun, 

Then  you'll  taste  the  sweet  communion, 
With  the  Father  and  the  Son. 


16 
ON  THE  SUNSET. 


The  clear  bright  sun  sinks  in  the  west, 
Thanksgiving  eve's  in  beauty  dressed, 
I  thought  perhaps  how  few  there'd  be, 
One  year  from  hence  that  sun  would  see. 

This  earthly  sun  shines  for  us  here, 
It  shows  which  way  our  steps  to  steer, 
But  in  this  world  of  care  and  strife, 
Where  shall  we  look  for  higher  life  ] 

The  glorious  Son  of  Righteousness, 
Designs  his  children  for  to  bless, 
How  much  his  love  for  us  hath  done, 
Thou  only  just  and  righteous  One. 

Come  let  our  thoughts  ascend  on  high, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  above  the  sky, 
If  so  I  think  that  we  could  say, 
O  what  a  good  Thanksgiving  day. 
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